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	There to Stay

**Hello. This is my first fanfiction. I adore Chalant and I love Young Justice. That's all to say.**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing.**

**Peace out. :)**

* * *

><p><span>Zatanna's POV<span>

Two weeks. It was exactly two weeks.

I curled up in my bed, unwilling to move, speak, sleep, or eat.

My teammates were kind enough to force me to eat at least one meal a day. There were so sweet. But they didn't understand.

Nobody did.

I would smile and thank them, hoping that my smile seemed genuine. They _were_ really sweet. I didn't want to pass on my grief to them. I didn't want to darken the day.

I don't think they noticed the ever-present tears in my eyes. If they did, they didn't comment.

Everything reminded me of him. Everything. From bunnies to black things to the blue sky. Everything. And I hoped nobody noticed how when Wally accidentally mentioned my dad, I broke down in sobs.

I missed him. I missed him so much. I missed his warm, twinkling eyes, the way his shoes clicked against the floor, and the way he was always really protective over me.

At first, I was startled to realize that the gnawing, growing feeling in my gut was pain.

The horrible feeling just got worse. But I didn't want to let it go. Letting it go would mean that I was letting the memories of Dad go, and I never, ever wanted to do that. So the pain festered inside of me.

Two weeks.

Sometimes I would be so angry at Fate, I would punch the wall in fury.

Sometimes I would be so sad at my own fate, I would sob my heart out into my pillow at night.

Today was one of the sad days.

I forced myself to move over and look at the clock. _1__:53 am. _

I closed my eyes. Four hours of sleep. Four hours of precious, precious sleep I would get tonight.

I hated sleep. It brought nightmares to giggle in my face and make me cry.

But I needed it. Or I would probably collapse in the middle of the day or something like that.

I prayed I wouldn't get another nightmare (it was a futile attempt, really) and drifted off.

_Dad._

_I saw him, standing no more than twenty feet away from me, his warm eyes smiling again, his arms outstretched._

_I gave a cry of joy and ran for him._

_"Dad!" I said._

_But his smile faded and in his hands, he held the stupid, golden helmet of Fate._

_I stopped in my tracks. "Dad?"_

_The golden helmet of Fate rose up. _

_"NO! Dad, no! It's all my fault! Please, no, no, no. It's all my fault- don't-!"_

_The helmet slid onto his head._

_I fell to my knees, tears streaming silently from my eyes._

_"Dad," I whispered._

_But his warm blue eyes were replaced with cold gray ones and he flew off, the helmet forever stuck on his head._

_"No more- please- let it end- make it stop-" I whimpered, my hands spread over my face._

_But it wasn't over yet-_

_"THIS IS ALL YOUR FAULT!" my dad's voice boomed._

_I let out the biggest sob of my life and continued to cry harder._

I shot up in bed, sobbing, breaking out in cold sweat.

It was all my fault.

The tears kept flowing. Dad... I should've done something! I didn't know what, but I knew I could've done something to stop it. I could've stopped Dad from becoming... Fate.

It was all my fault. Dad was right. I was a failure.

I wouldn't have heard it if the sun blew up. I wouldn't have known if a hundred honking cars were beeping in my ear.

I was deaf to the world, overwhelmed in wails and sobs and cries and howls of despair.

* * *

><p><span>Robin's POV<span>

I couldn't sleep.

So instead of just staring at the wall blankly in my bed, I got up and went to the training room to practice on my trapeze that Batman had bought for me years before.

It was two weeks. Exactly two weeks. I couldn't concentrate.

I flew around the trapeze, hoping that exercise that feeling away from my brain.

Okay. Time to land.

I leaped off the trapeze, my legs going in that smooth arc to catch me.

Two weeks.

My legs landed, but my feet slipped and I went tumbling to the floor.

I barely caught myself before I cracked my head open on the cement, falling into a smooth back handspring.

I cursed myself. First I couldn't sleep and now I was falling off my trapeze!

I walked over to my bench and grabbed my water bottle, taking an unnecessarily long drink of water as I rested my elbows on my knees.

* * *

><p><span>Batman's POV<span>

I watched as my son flew around the trapeze, frowning in just the slightest way. Something was off...

Suddenly my heart leaped in my throat as I saw Robin tumble to the floor. I almost cried out in a very un-Batman like way.

He barely caught himself in a back handspring. I cursed. Why was he so unfocused? It was like he couldn't concentrate at all!

Then the pieces all fell into place. Two weeks. Exactly.

"Alfred?" I said without looking away from the screen.

"Yes, Master Bruce?" Alfred responded in that calm way of his.

"Bring me Dick." **(if anybody just laughed, you're seriously demented :) It's a name, people!)**

"Of course." Alfred left.

I sat back in my chair. I knew exactly what was going on and how to make it all right again.

* * *

><p><span>Robin's POV<span>

I finished my drink of water and was toweling off the sweat on my neck when Alfred walked in.

"Master Richard, Master Bruce wishes to see you," he said, his back stiff as ever.

My eyes flared. I knew exactly what was going on.

In no more and no less than three minutes,I stood in front of Batman.

"I have an assignment for you."

I glared.

"I want you to go to Mount Justice."

I huffed. I had known it was coming, but hearing it... "Bruce, I'm fine-"

"It's been two weeks," Batman said quietly.

"How did you know that?" I said sharply.

"I can count," Batman said, a small smile perched at the corner of his mouth.

"Dad, I'm fine. I've been concentrating-"

Batman tried to ignore his son's choice of words, but _Dad. Dad _was his greatest weakness. "I've assigned you this assignment, and you're going to do it."

I slumped. He got me. Maybe he had a point- I was being awfully distracted...

Batman already turned away.

"Dad- I don't need-" I tried one last time.

"Are you really that afraid to confront your fears, Dick? It's an assignment. Think of it as a team-building exercise." Before I could reply, Batman swiftly left the room, leaving no more room for discussion.

* * *

><p>I paced the halls.<p>

I just walked. Just walking. I had nothing better to do, anyway, because Batman kicked me out of Wayne Manor. Maybe I would lull myself to sleep.

Who was I kidding? Me, lulled to sleep _today_? I couldn't! It was too important a day to sleep.

It was two weeks since the incident- since Zatara had put on the fateful **(no pun intended) **of Fate. Since Zatanna had gone cold.

She no longer sent that beautiful smile at us anymore. In its place was a small, sad smile, a smile that only me (and possibly Kaldur) could see through. Oh, what I would give to see her smile again...

I wanted Zatanna to smile a real smile. I wasn't complete without that brilliant, beautiful, wonderful, cheerful, playful, whelming smile. What I would give to see Zatanna's real smile is unbelievable.

Zatanna was always so... asterous when she was happy. Playful and cheerful and always so bubbly and enthusiastic. After Zatara had died, she had become cold and distant.

Zatanna didn't think that anybody noticed her tears. But they were always present, lurking in the corners of those brilliant blue eyes. I noticed them. I noticed each and every one of them.

I even noticed that one, quiet sob that she emitted when Wally accidentally (I was so angry at him I didn't talk to him for a while) spoke Zatara's name.

I heard when she punched the wall in despair, making barely a dent in the wall. But I heard it! I heard that tiny, basically insignificant sound.

I'd never heard a more desperate sound in my life.

I walked by Artemis's room. Of course, she didn't really stay there. She stayed at Gotham, with her mother. But the room was just a place to keep her extra bows and arrows. A sign was taped onto the door:

ARTEMIS'S ROOM. ENTER AT YOUR OWN RISK.

I walked by Wally's room. And M'gann's. And Connor's. And Kaldur's. I stopped at my room.

I looked down the hall and saw Zatanna's door.

Shaking my head, I plowed into my room and lay down on my bed. Of course, my real room was back at Gotham. This was just a room to keep my just-in-cases. You know, for just in case times.

I rested my head on my pillow and rolled over to check the time. It read _2:07._

I rolled back onto my back and closed my eyes, taking off my sunglasses.

Then I heard it.

My eyes shot open.

My hands scrabbled for my sunglasses and I shoved them on, sitting up.

Those sounds... I had once made sounds exactly like those ones.

When my parents had died, I had had nightmares for months. I still had them. I remembered how horrible they'd been- how vivid. And I remembered waking up in cold sweat, curling up into a miserable ball.

That was before I had realized that Bruce was Batman and he had been off "at work." So I had attempted to comfort myself. It hadn't worked, and I was left shivering in a ball, crying myself to sleep.

My jaw set. I would not let Zatanna suffer the same thing. She didn't deserve to.

I opened my door and walked down the hall.

The door was simple, just painted white wood. I touched the doorknob.

Hormones rushed in. Was I really going to go into a girl's room to comfort her?

I narrowed my eyes. Yes. I was.

I summoned up my courage and turned the doorknob.

The room was still packed up, everything in boxes. The only thing not packed up was the bed. The bed and the blankets and sheets and pillow.

The pillow was soggy with tears. The sheets were thrown onto the floor.

But none of this caught my eye. My full attention was focused on Zatanna.

She was curled up on her bed, her face in her hands, her eyes red and puffy through the cracks between her slim fingers.

My heart fractured at the sad sight of it all. Zatanna, bubbly, excited Zatanna, reduced to this?

Suddenly her head snapped up and she met my eyes.

"Robin?" she whispered.

* * *

><p><span>Zatanna's POV<span>

I felt a presence. I don't know how to explain it, but I felt a presence and I knew it was standing right in front of me.

My head snapped up and I met his eyes.

"Robin?" I whispered in confusion.

"Zee," he said uncomfortably.

I was suddenly aware of the way my hair stuck to my cheeks, of how my face was damp, of how my room was still unpacked, of how my bed was in a very, very poor condition.

I was sort of glad he was there. But at the same time, I was despairing that he was there. Because I would darken his mood and he wouldn't be his normal, cheerful self. I didn't want to darken his day for him.

I didn't want to hurt him with my bad mood. I could lash out or do something unpredictable.

I scrambled to the corner of my bed. Maybe staying away and decreasing conversation would keep myself from saying anything negative?

"Um..." he started. "I'm not going to say I'm sorry, because that doesn't help."

My eyes shot open. For the first time... someone understood that saying 'sorry' didn't really do anything. I had heard a million 'I'm sorry's' said over and over again until they all blended in and I never knew if they meant it.

But Robin understood.

"And I'm not going to ask if you're okay, 'cause that's just stupid," Robin continued.

I giggled a little bit, despite my condition. He was right. And he _did_ understand.

"But I just want you to know..." he paused, his head tilted as he thought. "I'm always here for you. If you ever need to talk or if you need me for any reason, I'm here."

My heart leaped. Finally. Someone had said the right thing. I looked at him and stared at the black sunglasses. I could feel his nervousness, radiating off him in waves.

"Okay?" he finished.

"Okay," I murmured.

No sooner than I had choked that word out, I threw myself off the bed and flung my arms around his neck, hurling myself into his body.

He was a little bit surprised, stumbling backwards with a slight _oof. _But he recovered quickly and hugged me tightly to his chest.

I didn't know how long I stayed there, just crying tears of joy into his shirt, but I remembered him resting his head on top of mine and whispering, "I'm here. I'm here to stay."

It was so comforting. I don't know why. Maybe he had experience or something, but it just felt right. I felt so safe in his arms; he was so strong and firm I felt that nothing could harm me.

After maybe half an hour, I must've fallen asleep, because I didn't remember anything after that.

* * *

><p><span>Robin's POV<span>

I was so surprised and excited when she giggled.

I had just made _Zatanna_ giggle. I was pretty sure that I was the first one to make her show any sign of happiness in two weeks. But that smile... it was just as brilliant as I remembered. Except even more brilliant, because it meant so much more to me.

And then she had choked out, "Okay."

And _then _she had thrown herself in my arms, sobbing in what I hoped was happiness. I inhaled her fresh, sweet, beautiful scent of chocolate and honey and peaches and- well, you get the picture.

"I'm here. I'm here to stay," I murmured into her silky black hair.

She fell asleep after about half an hour and I carried her over to her bed, settling her down and pulling the sheets over her.

"'Night, Zee," I whispered, and then I melted into the shadows to go to my room.

The next day, she was grinning again. The team was shocked. I was shocked, but not as shocked as I would've been if I hadn't known about last night.

Even Kaldur was perplexed of how her attitude changed so dramatically from one day to the next.

And I had a feeling that I snickered the entire day, giggling hysterically with Wally. The Team sent me strange looks too, because I was back to my normal self.

I felt like I was on top of the world.

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry if it was a little OOC. Looking back at it now, I can see it was OOC. Whoops. Hehe. And now I'm going to ask for you to do what all fanfiction writers want. Please review! It's my first fanfiction, so please please please review! I need to know what I did wrong and what I did right and what I should do. Please! Please! I'll even give you a make-believe unicorn that can grant your every wish! Wouldn't that be great? :) Please review! Peace out.<strong>

**~rainbowunicorns459**


End file.
